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THE BROWN STUDY. 
[Continued from page 2.] 

It was on the morning after the incidents, which 
have been already recorded, that Mr. Ellis having 
gone earlier into the city than usual, shut himself 
up in the private room adjoining the counting-house; 
and leaning his head upon his hand, and resting his 
elbow on the table, sat for a long time with his eyes 
fixed intently on the fire, and apparently wrapt in 
the deepest thought. ‘Fwice had his brother-in-law 
and partner, Mr. Barton, opened the door and look- 
ed in; and twice, unwilling to interrupt his medi- 
tations, had he silently retired ; but when upon open- 
ing the door a third time, he found him still in the 
same attitude, he addressed him in the words, with 
which our story opens, ‘‘ How now, Charles? 
What is the matter with you to-day? Why, man, 
you seem to be quite in a brown study !” 

Mr. Ellis, conscious for the first time of the 
presence of his friend, started up in confusion ; 
and Mr. Barton, taking him kindly by the hand, 
anxiously inquired if he was well. 

“Quite well, I assure you.” 

“ And Eleanor, and the children 2” 

* All well, too.” 

“What then, is the matter? No disagreeable 
news, I hope? None of our correspondents gone 
wrong 7” 

“None that lam aware of, Felix. 
have not opened a letter this morning.” 

“ Then why that sad look, Charles ; and that tear 
half escaping from your eye? Surely you will not 
withdraw your confidence from me? I have given 
you no cause.” 

“None, Felix, none. Sit down, and you snan 
know all I have to communicate.” 

They sat down together, and after having been 
silent for a few moments, Mr. Ellis resumed. 

“ Felix,” said he in atone of deep solemnity, 
“we are regarded, I doubt not, both by friends and 
neighbors, as prudent and honorable men, who 


Indeed I 


_ mind our business, pay our debts, and owe nobody a 


farthing. All this we ought to be; and all this we 
might have been, without neglecting a matter of in- 
calculably greater_moment, and which I now see in 
its true light; I mean religion.” 

No words can express the astonishment of Mr. 
Barton, when he heard his friend talking in this 
manner. Of a lively and unreflecting turn of mind 
himself, he seldom thought seriously on any subject 
whatever; and the deference which he paid to the 
religious institutions of his country arose from a 
habit of polite acquiescence in what others did, ra- 
ther than from any idea of duty toGod. It instant- 
iy occurred to him, therefore, that Mr, Ellis must 
be rallied out of this new train of thought; but as 
he made no immediate reply, the other proceeded as 
follows :-— 

You smile, Felix, to hear Charles Ellis talking 
thus. But, since we saw each other yesterday, my 
attention has been forcibly drawn to this subject ; 
and if it please God to grant me the grace and the 
understanding which I have prayed for, I purpose 
forthwith to begin to serve Him here, that I may 
enjoy Him hereafter.” 

“My dear fellow,” said Mr. Barton, laughing, 
“if any one had told me this of you, I should not 
have believed it. But I see how it is. You would 


not go with me to hear Carradori last night; and I 
will lay a bet you have dropped into a Methodist 
meeting-house, instead.” 

“No, Felix,” replied Mr, Ellis, ‘‘ you are mista- 
ken; though, if I had, I should perhaps have been 
The preacher, 


the better occupied of the two. 


who has led me to this new view of things, is no oth- 
er than your little favorite, Caroline.” 

* What! Caroline ? You amaze me.” 

“It is even so, however, | assure you. That 
dear child has often surprised and puzzled me by 
her questions before ; but I thought them the result 
of childish curiosity, and that, if answered, the re- 
plies would have been immediately forgotten. But 
there was something in her voice and in her man- 
ner yesterday, which convinswed me that she has 
meditated more on divine things than either you or 
I, And, oh! is it not avery humbling reflection 
that the child should take the start of the parent in 
such a race as this?” 

The tone of deep feeling in which this remark was 
made, at once satisfied Mr. Barton that, in the pres- 
ent state of his friend’s mind, raillery was out of 
the question. Accordingly, he deemed it best to 
make no reply; but began to introduce some mat- 
ters of business, in the belief that in a few days the 
impression would wear off, and Mr. Ellis again be- 
come as indifferent to vital Christianity as himself. 

In this expectation he was disappointed. While 
in the counting-house, indeed, Mr. Ellis was all at- 
tention to business; and his partner could perceive 
nothing in his external deportment materially differ- 
ent from what it had been formerly, except that in 
reproving those in their employment for idleness or 
inattention he was less hasty and more dignified than 
usual. It was evident, however, to any one who 
observed him narrowly, that the expression of his 
countenance had become deeply serious; and that 
in looking forward to engagements of a distant na- 
ture, he would occasionally let fall an expression 
which indicated that he had become sensible of the 
feeble tenure by which life and all temporal posses - 


siops were held by the children of men. 
n the mean tthe tne sacred Surspwice were sar 


daily study ; and aware how little he had learned 
of their contents from the superficial manner in 
which he had formerly perused them, he now com- 
menced and concluded his examination of them by 
prayer to almighty God for light aad understanding. 
He was much struck, at the outset, to find certain 
doctrines plainly stated in the Bible which he had 
been accustomed to regard as the dreams of enthu- 
siasts. He now saw that the innate depravity of 
all the descendants of Adam was no fiction of a 
heated or ill-regulated imagination; that the suffer- 
ings of the Son of God were in every sense of the 
word vicarious ; that without his gracious interposi- 
tion the human race had been utterly undone; and 
that even now it stands recorded in that page,which 
cannot lie, that he who believeth shall be saved, 
while he who believeth not shall be damned. He 
also gathered from the sacred volume that, as “ the 
Ethiopian cannot change his skin, nor the leopard 


his spots,” so man can neither change his heart, nor 


renovate his nature, without assistance from above ; 
and yet that without such regeneration he “‘ cannot 
see the kingdom of God.” The discoveries thus 
made by Mr. Ellis, in the inspired volume, were 
abundantly humiliating ; and more than once did he 
feel the pride of his fallen nature revolt against the 
method of salvation through the Cross of Christ. 
But when he came to see the fullness and freeness 
of the Gospel invitation, together with its wonder- 
ful adaptation to the wants and the understandings 
of every rank and condition among men, and the 
condescension and kindness with which it is urged 
upon the acceptance of even the most abandoned of 
our species—he felt constrained to acknowledge 
that God alone could have devised, and God alone 
could have executed a scheme so divine. 

When Mr. Ellis had thus, through the perusal of 





the Sacred Volume and the teaching of the Holy 
Spirit,become convinced of his lost and ruined con- 






a 





dition by nature; of his need of a Saviour; and of 
the all-sufficiency of that salvation which has been 
purchased by Christ—he was enabled through di- 
vine grace to lay hold on the offer of redemption so 
freely extended to him in the Saviour’s name, and 
to make a total surrender of his heart and affec- 
tions, & body and spirit, to his God and Redeemer. 

In proportion as the light of divine truth was thus 
gradually dawning upon his own mind, Mr. Ellis was 
most anxious that his wife also should become ac- 
quainted with the Gospel method of salvation. He 
was accustomed, therefore, to recommend to -her 
perusal the passages of Scripture, which particular- 
ly struck and interested himself; and while he pray- 
ed for light and understanding to his own soul, he 
also prayed for the same blessings to hers. It was 
with real pleasure that he found her disposed to go 
hand in hand with him in the new course he was 
pursuing ; and it may be doubted whether her con- 
sent to be his, when in all the ardor of youthful 
passion he solicited her hand, gave him equal de- 
light with the avowal which in process of time he 
received, that in future the love which she bore to 
him and his children must be in subserviency to that 
which she owed to her Saviour. 

Mr. Ellis speedily discovered that the doctrines 
propounded in the church, which he had been in 
the habit of attending, were not in accordance with 
those which he met with in the Bible. He found it 
necessary, therefore, both for his own edification 
and the spiritual safety of his family, to attach him- 
self to the ministry of another pastor; who, pos- 
sessing the Spirit of Christ, and clear views of his 
Gospel, was competent to feed hungry souls with 
milk or with strong meat, according to their need. 

It will readily be believed that, while the parents 
were thus growing in grace and in the knowledge 
of the children was not neglecrevligious instruction 
oline was an object of peculiar interest. It was 
with real delight that this dear child discovered 
that her parents were no longer unwilling to con- 
verse with her about her soul, or to answer her ques- 
tions respecting matters connected with religion.— 
We mentioned, on a former occasion, that she was 
not satisfied with her father’s assurance that she 
would, as a matter of course, grow wiser and better 
as she advanced in years. Her Bible told her that 
the human heart was “deceitful above all things,” 
nay, that it was “desperately wicked ;” and she 
felt that this was the case with hers. She could not 
understand, therefore, how such a heart could by 
any effort of its own shake off its old nature, and 
become pure and holy: and simple and childish as 
her mode of reasoning with herself was, she never- 
theless came to this conclusion—that if her heart 
was changed at all it must be by a power at least 
equal to that which created it at first. 

While she was seated in her little chamber one 
Sabbath evening, searching the Scriptures and en- 
deavoring to find out how her heart was to be chang- 
ed, and herself made meet for heaven, she lighted 
on the conversation between our Lord and Nicode- 
mus, recorded in the third chapter of the Gospel by 
John. There she read that “except a man be 
born again, he cannot see the kingdom of God.” — 
The meaning of this passage she could not unravel, 
but she felt that in it was contained the solution of 
her difficulties; and recollecting how readily and 
tenderly her father had of late answered her inqui- 
ries, she descended to the drawing room ‘to ask an 
explanation from him, Having narrated the former 
conversation which took place between them, we 
conceive it to be our duty to record this also; as it 
exhibits the very different manner in which the now 
awakened parent replied to the interestins questions 
of his child. 
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Caroline.—Papa, will you be so kind as to tell’ 


me what is meant by being born again ? 


as it were made over again by the Spirit of God. 

Caroline.—You mean, by God himself. 

Mr, Ellis.—Yes, my dear. 

Caroline. —O,—now I understand. I thought it 
must be so. But who are they who have their hearts 
made over again in this way, papa? 

Mr, Ellis.—All, my love, who believe in Jesus. 
I shall shew you what St. Paul says in the second 
epistle to the Corinthians, fifth chapter, seventeenth 
verse. 

Caroline, (reading.) ‘‘ Therefore, if any man 
be in Christ, he is a new creature; old things are 
passed away; behold! all things are become new.” 

Mr. Ellis.—Quite right, Caroline. And many 
other passages of Scripture speak the same lan- 
guage. 

Caroline.—And what are the old things, papa, 
which St. Paul says have passed away.” 

Mr. Ellis.—The old things, my love, are our 
worldly pursuits and sinful passions, which, under 
the influence of the Spirit, are relinquished or sub- 
dued; while all our desires and affections take a 
new, that is to say, a heavenward direction. I hope 
you understand me. ; 

Caroline.—-Petfectly, dear papa. How sweet it 
is, when you talk to me in this manner! And when 
will my wicked heart undergo this change? 

Mr. Ellis.—Immediately, my dear child, if you 
believe in Christ, and pray to him to give you the 
new heart he has promised to his people. 

Caroline.—Then you really do not think me too 
young to come to Christ. 

Mr. Ellis.—No, my dear. He has himself said, 
“* Suffer little children to come unto me, and forbid 
them not, for of such is the kingdom of Heaven.” 

Caroline.—O, I remember that sweet verse. Well 
then, papa, I shall be his young disciple ; for indeed 
I believe in him, and love him ; and night and day 
i shall pray to him to make me a new creature. 

Mr. Ellis.—Do, my child, and your prayers will 
be heard. Jesus has also said, in reference to this 
very blessing, ‘‘ Ask, and it shall be given you; 
seek, and ye shall find; knock, and it shall be 
opened, AAO ¥@2-unable to reply. Her difficulties 
and perplexities had vanished like a cloud. She 


hid her face on her father’s bosom, and wept for joy. 
[To be continued. ] H.E. 
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UNBELIEF., 
Extract from Irving’s Oration, ( London.) 

Do you disbelieve it then? Do you think God 
will not be as good as his word? When did he 
fail? Did he fail at Eden, when the world fell? 
Did he fail at the deluge, when the world was clean- 
sed from animation, save a handful? Did he fail 
upon the cities of the plain, though remonstrated 
with by his friend, the father of the faithful? Fail- 
ed he in the ten plagues of Egypt, or against the 
seven nations of Canaan; or, when he armed 
against his proper people, did ever his threatened 
judgments fail? Did he draw off when his own 
Son was suffering, and remove the cup from his in- 
nocent lips?) And think ye he will fail, of that 
future destiny, from which to retrieve us he hath 
undertaken all his wondrous works unto the chil- 
dren of men? ‘ Why, if it were but an idle threat, 
would he not have spared his only begotten Son, 
and not delivered him up to death? That sacred 
blood, as it is the security of heaven to those who 
trust in it, is the very seal of hell, to those who de- 
spise it. 

‘Disbelieve you cannot; brave it out you dare 
not; then you must hope, at some more convenient 
season to reform. So hoped the five virgins who 
slumbered and slept without oil in their lamps ; and 
you know how they fared. Neither have you for- 
gotten how the merchant, and the farmer, and the 
sons of pleasure, who refused the invitation to the 
marriage ‘cast of the king’s son, were consumed 


with fire from heaven.— What is your life, that you 


i should trust it; is it not even a vapor that speedily 
Mr. Ellis.—With very great pleasure, my dear | 
Caroline. It means having the heart changed, and | 


passeth away? What security have you that heav- 
en will warn you beforehand, or that heaven will 
help you to repentance whenever you please? will 
the resolution of your mind gather strength as your 
other faculties of body and mind decay? Will sin 
grow weaker by being a while longer indulged ; or 
God grow more friendly by being a while longer 
spurned ; or the gospel more persuasive by being a 
while longer set atnought? I warn you, brethren, 
to beware of the thief of time, procrastination. 
This day is as convenient as to-morrow; this day 
is yours, to-morrow is not; this day is a day of 
mercy, to-morrow may be a day of doom. 

** But the work is not the work of a moment, that 
it should be put off like the making of a will or the 
writing of a farewell epistle. It is the work of a 
lifetime, and too great a work for a lifetime. And 
if St. Peter, after sugh ceaseless labors and unwea- 
ried contentions with his nature, had still his anxi- 
eties, and speaks of the righteous as being hardly, 
or with difficulty saved, how do you dare defer it 
from time to time, as a thing that can at any sea- 
son, and in any space, be performed ? 

‘‘ And is God to be thus intreated by his crea- 
tures? Are they to insist for their own conve- 
nience, and put off the honor of his friendship 
from time to time, preferring this indulgence, that 
engagement, and trifling downright with his prof- 
fered invitations? And being thus put off, will 
the King of the Universe endure it patiently? Yes, 
he endures it patiently, that is, he leaves you to 
yourselves, and does not cut you off with prompt 
aud speedy vengeance.—But he leaves you to your- 
selves, and every refusal hardens you a little more, 
and every resistance closes up another avenue of 
grace, and every postponement places further off 
the power of acceptance, and though God changeth 
not his mercy, we change our capacity of mercy— 
cooling more and more, hardening more and more, 
till old age, with its lethargy and fixed habits, steals 
on apace, and feeble-mindedness, and sickness, 
which brings with it the routine of sick-bed atten- 
dance, but little or no repentance, no opportunity 
for new obedience, no space for trying the spirit we 


are of,—and death to such a penitent becomes a 
Ina, '- -t-~ task —ult, ao ouvu penitemts are rare or 


never, death to such procrastinators rivets up the 
closing avenues of grace, and presents him to the 
judgment-seat, fined, finished, and incurable.” 
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BE KIND TO ANIMALS. 

God made every thing-to be happy ; and he takes 
pleasure in making all his creatures so; and if we 
wish to resemble him, we must have the same desire 
also; and then when we die, we shall go to heaven 
to God, and enjoy there pleasures and happiness, of 
which we cannot here have even an idea. You 
ought always to recollect that God made every thing, 
the meanest creature, as well as yourself; that when 
you wilfully kill and torment worms, flies, or other 
insects, you are killing your fellow-creatures, and 
shedding innocent blood. Has not God told you 
that a sparrow does not fall to the ground without 
his knowledge ? 

Some animals injure us, and these we think we 
have a right to kill, and to a certain degree we have, 
but then we must Kill, and not torment them. And 
I believe we kill many more of these than there is 
any occasion for, and if we used them more kindly, 
it would be still a better means of escaping any in- 
jury from them. To prove to you that this would 
generally be the best method, I will tell you two 
stories of hornets, an insect like a wasp, only bigger, 
and with a worse sting, and I know them both to be 
a fact. The one happened in a village near Bridg- 
north, in Shropshire, in England ; and the other in 
the neighborhood of Cambridge, in England. In 
the Shropshire village, some hornets made their nest 
in the inner side of the thatched roof of a cottage, 
where, without taking off the roof, it was impossible 








to destroy them. They came in at a brdken pane 
of the laborer’s window, made a regular path, from 


which they never were observed to turn aside, across 
the floor of the chamber, and thence up the side of 
the wall, and never stung either the poor man or 
his wife, who are the only inhabitants of this little 
dwelling. 

The instance near Cambridge, of what I must 
call the gratitude of thissupposed mischievous insect, 
for toleration and protection, is still more remarka- 
ble. This cottage was inhabited not only by a man 
and woman, but likewise by several children ; and 
the hornets, who had built their nest here also in 
the inside of the thatched roof, entered the house, 
I think under the door, and though they were con- 
tinually passing and repassing through the common 
room, in which the whole family lived during the 
day, in no instance did they sting any one of the 
inhabitants; nay, they proved not only harmless, to 
those who thus kindly entertained them, but in 
the end repaid them liberally for their lodging, for 
many of the gentlemen in the university, hearing 
of this circumstance, went to the spot, in order to 
ascertain the truth of it, and gave the poor cottag- 
ers many a sixpence or a shilling for indulging their 
curiosity. 

We seldom act well in this life but God rewards 
us for it, even here. Had these cottagers endeav- 
ored to destroy all the hornets, they must have been 
terribly stung, and they never would shave had the 
advantage of so many gentlemen coming to see the 
circumstance. So if the children had been diso- 
bedient to the parents, and foolishly, and cruelly 
tormented any of these insects, they would have suf- 
fered much pain; nor would the story, from not 
being remarkable, have excited that attention from 
which the profit arose to the family. I wish my lit- 
tle stories may make an impression upon your 
minds; and that when you are going to hunt, tease, 
or torment any thing, however small, however ugly 
it may appear to you, and however injurious even 
you may think it, that you may recollect what you 
have here read. Consider that God made it as well 
as you; that he bids you be kind to it, and has told 
you in his word, that he hates those who shed inno- 
cent blood. Be ye therefore merciful even as he is 
merciful. [Children’s Friend. 
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For the Youth’s Companion. 
CONFESS YOUR FAULTS. 

‘“*I will request those of my scholars,” said a 
teacher to his Sabbath class one morning, “who 
have said any wicked words the past week, if there 
are any, to stop a few moments after the dismission 
of school.” 

Little David held down his head, but said noth- 
ing. His teacher observed him, but little suspect- 
ed that one of his best scholars had been guilty of 
that greatsin. The School was soon dismissed, 
and every one gone except David and his teacher. 

“Tm glad, my little lad,” said he, “that you 
have recited your lesson so perfect to-day, and now 
I suppose you have stopped to go along with me— 
come here, and take my hand.” 

Still David sat in silence—not one word passed 
from his lips—but he looked very sorrowful and 
guilty. And then his teacher went up to him and 
a him by the hand, and asked him if he was un- 
well. 

But he was not sick—he felt guilty, and with his 
eyes full of tears he exclaimed—“ I’m a naughty 
boy—I did say one wicked word last week, and 
you requested me to stop.” 

“What! did you utter a wicked word, David! 
I never should have thought of such a thing from 
you! What did you say ?” 

*T don’t love to tell you.” 

“* But do tell me—I am not angry, but sorry and 
grieved to know that you have been led away by 
wicked boys, to commit such a sin against God.” 

**T said...I said....I....you will forgive me, won’t 
you, and think no more about it, if I’ll tell you?” 

‘Certainly I will, if you doso no more.” 

“T said , when my brother wanted 
me to do something which I did not want to do.” 





Now David’s teacher was very much attached to 
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him—and loved him as well as he did any of his 
other scholars—but when he heard his sweet voice 
confess his sin, and ask forgiveness, he felt doubly 
attached to him, and even shed tears for joy; and 
they both fell upon their knees, while David's teach- 
er addressed that God who will forgive the peni- 
tent, and shed peace and consolation into their 
hearts. He prayed fervently for that dear youth, 
that his sins might be forgiven, that he might shun 
evil companions, and early give the Lord his heart, 
and walk in the ways of wisdom. When they 
arose, great joy thrilled through their bosoms, and 
then they found that truly it was sweet to confess 
their faults, and pray a sin-pardoning God, to re- 
member them no more forever. How much better 
little David felt, as he was walking with his teach- 
er from School, than if he had attempted to hide 
js sin! 

"lon are a Sabbath scholar, dear child, when- 
ever you do wrong, tell it to your teacher—he will 
then love you better, and will pray his Father 
above to forgive you; and you will return from 
school with an easier mind, and a brighter counte- 
nance—and perhaps you will do the like no more. 
Ihave seen children try to hide their faults—re- 
main in silence when questioned by their teachers ; 
would not answer them ;—yes, very often has this 
been the case, and their teachers have been quite 
grieved. And will any of you, my dear children, 
attempt to hide your faults, and cause your kind 
teacher, who tenderly loves you, so much sorrow? 
Icould hope better things of you. Then never, 
never refuse to confess your faults to him, and he 
will place much confidence in you, and never doubt 
your word, and it will save you from many bitter 
hours, and from many wicked associates, and from 
reflecting upon the bed of death, that you have act- 
edthe part of a deceiver. D. C. C. 

Portland, April 1830. 
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For the Youth’s Companion. 
THE STANWOOD FAMILY; OR THE HISTORY OF 
THE AMERICAN TRACT SOCIETY.—Boston. T. R. 

Marvin, for the Mass. S. S. Union. 

Come, children, have you read it ? 
yof the Am. Tract Society.” Perhaps you may 
think it is a dull book. ‘* What can be said which 
is interesting to us, about the Tract Society ?” 

We have a word to say to such as think and talk 
inthis way. What if you should read it? It will 
betime enough then, to pass judgment. We have 
seen children select books from the Sabbath school 
Library and have heard them express their opinion 
oftheir merits. We have half a mind to let all the 
readers of the Youth’s Companion know what we 
have heard and seen, and if any little girl should 
think we mean her, we would say to that little girl, 
don’t be offended because we tell you the truth. We 
have heard Sabbath School children talk in this 
way :— 

Jane.—How did you like the book you took out 
ofthe library, last week ? 

Susan.—Not at all, 1 did not read a quarter of it. 
_Jane.—How do you know you should not have 
iked it, if you had read it? What was it about? 
Susan.—O, I don’t know. It was not about any 
hing. I like a book that tells a story. 

Jane.—W hat if your teacher should ask you how 
0a liked your library book, would you tell her you 
had not read it? 

Susan.— She never asks me any questions on 
hat subject. 

Sophia.—What are you looking for, Julia? 
Julia—I am looking for some pretty book. 1 
ish our school would get some new ones. I have 
wked over these.old ones so long that I am heart- 
Vsick of them. 

Sophia.—You speak as if you had read them all. 
Julia.—O no, I have not read them all—but I 
ve read all the pretty ones. 

Teacher.—What do you call a pretty Sabbath 
hool book ? : 
Julia—(Hesitatingly.) One that is interesting. 
Teacher.—What do you mean by interesting ? 


“ The histo- 











Julia blushed, and was silent—at length, taking 
up a book which was lying near her, she replied, [ 
call this interesting. Perhaps the reader would be 
glad to know the name of the book referred to. I 
shall not tell what book it was, but this I will say— 
it was one which had but very little in it about re- 
ligion. A Sabbath School book, with but very little 
in it about religion! It is even so—and there are 
too many such in our Sabbath School Libraries. 
We are glad, however, that the attention of those 
who furnish Sabbath School books is turned to this 
subject. And we think that much praise is due to 
the Mass. S. S. Union for the course they have pur- 
sued. ‘I'he writers which they have recently em- 
ployed appear to be persons of the right sort— 
those who love the Saviour and the souls of children. 

But we promised to tell you, not only what we 
had heard but what we have seen. We have seen, 
in Sabbath School Libraries, those books which 
tell of things that never happened.and never will ; 
which have a tendency to draw the mind away from 
divine things and fix them upon those objects which 
impede the Christian’s progress. We have seen 
this class of books worn out in the service, while 
those who are worthy of the name, Sabbath School 
books, keep their old places in the library, unsoiled 
and unread. 

We have seen, too, a good Sabbath School book 
lying on the shelf of a Sabbath School girl, by the 
side of the last novel, and the novel was read with 
an all absorbing interest, while the other was left 
untouched until the hour came when it was to be 
returned. 

We hope that this will not be the fate of the book 
now before us. It contains many things which are 
highly interesting. We will not make large quota- 
tions from it because we wish every body to get the 
book and read it. Children, it will do you more 
good than fifty novels. That you may know some- 
thing of the book we will make a short extract. 

** This tract of ten pages, said their mother, they 
sell for a cent. Only a cent! ‘exclaimed all the 
children in a breath. And this beautiful tract, 
said Mrs. Stanwood, taking up the ‘ Young Cotta- 
ger,” costs but a little more than two cents. How 
very cheap, said Helen. 

Charles.—Now, only think Susan, the silly book 
that I bought for Ann the other day, cost three 
times as much as this pretty story about “ Little 
Jane.” 

Henry.—That’s a true story too, and she was 
pious when she died. 

Ann dropped puss, and asked in her broken way, 
if little Jane went to heaven. Yes, my dear, said 
Mrs. Stanwood, for little Jane loved God—and al- 
though she was a poor child on earth, she will 
find many a gem in her “ crown of glory” above. 

Why, mother? said Henty earnestly. 

Mother.—Because, my son, she will meet many 
redeemed souls in heaven, who probably would nev- 
er have been there, but for the tract which contains 
the simple story of her life and death.” 

“A crown of glory!” Who among our young 
readers will ever obtain a “‘ crown of glory?” Not 
he who does tes the Bible more than all other 
books—not she who prefers a novel to a tract. 
There are no works of fiction to be read in heaven, 
and unless you can say with the Psalmist, ‘* How 
love I thy law, it is my meditation all the day,” you 
are not prepared to enter that happy world. “A 
crown of glory!’ What would you give for a 
“crown of glory?” Give your heart to the Saviour 
and he will preparea ‘‘ white robe” and ‘‘ a crown” 
for you when you shall come into his kingdom. 

REVIEWER. 
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For the Youth’s Companion. 

“IN THE MIDST OF LIFE WE ARE IN DEATH.” 
I was forcibly struck with the incident, related 
in the Companion a few weeks since with the above 
motto. Surely, thought I, if the young readers 
would but realize the uncertainty of life, they would 
obey the command ‘“‘ Remember now thy Creator 





in the days of thy youth” It also reminded me of 


-{God being engrafted into it. 


— 


a fact that took place a few months ago, which I _ 
will relate to my young friends. Rebecca ‘I’. was 
an interesting girl of eight years old. I had been 
her iustructer in the public school for a time, and 
was well pleased with her modest, unassuming be- 
haviour, as well as her diligent attention to the stu- 
dies of her class. Had I been called upon to select 
those whose conduct gave me the most sincere 
pleasure, and made my duties most pleasant and 
cheering, she would certainly have been among the 
number. When the time came that some few to- 
kens of merit were distributed in the school, the 
smiling Rebecca received one. But bow uncertain 
is life. ‘The bud of fairest promise is often nipped, 
when but just beginning to expand. Rebecca had 
been to school in the morning, and left home, with 
a sister younger than herself, to go in the afternoon. 
In Jess than half an hour she was brought home a 
corpse! While on her way to school, full of 
youthful glee and joy, in crossing the street, she 
was accidentally run over by a chaise, and a few 
moments of insensibility closed her short life. I 
shall see her no more till we “all appear before the 
judgment seat of Christ.” My young friends, 
readers of the Companion, you too may suddenly 
die, and have no more space for repentance. Now, 
while you can attend the Sabbath School, or the 
Bible Class, while you have kind friends anxious 
for your soul’s salvation, repent of your sins, and 
turn to the compassionate Saviour, remembering 
that he hath said, ‘‘ They that seek me early, shall 
find me.” 8 








THE NURSERY. 








THE GRAFTED TREE, 

“It is a pleasant morning, George; you shall 
take a walk with me in the garden.” George be- 
gan running about in high spirits. Seeing his un- 
cle very busy, he came to him, and said, ‘‘ Uncle, 
why do you cut off the top of that tree?” “To 
graft it.” ‘“ What isgrafting, uncle?” ‘ Itistak- 
ing off the top of a tree, as you see I have done: 
now, I shall slit down the middle of the stock, about 
an inch and a quarter, and J shall take a young 
shoot, or scion, of last year’s growth, cut part of it 
thin, to place in this cleft, bind it round, and cover 
it with clay, that it may grow.” ‘‘ Why do you 
graft it?” ‘*Toget some good fruit. Do you nut 
remember, that the fruit on this tree, last autumn, 
was small and good for nothing; we were obliged 
te throw it away; therefore, I cut it off, and have 
been grafiing a good sort of fruit, that it may be 
useful. Did you never read about grafting in the 
Bible?” ‘* Yes, uncle, I read the other day, in 
James i.21, ‘ Wherefore Jay apart all filthiness and 
superfluity of naughtiness, and receive with meek- 
ness the engrafted word, which is able to save your 
souls ;’ but I did not know what it meant.” ‘“ My 
dear George, it means you must be separated from 
your evil dispositions; that naughtiness of which 
the text speaks, and which you manifested yester- 
day, when the little boy asked you to open the gate 
for him, and you told him he might open it him- 
self; and when you looked so .cross this morning, 
when desired to learn your spelling. My dear boy, 
you must have a new principle implanted in you,— 
the word of God, called in this text the engrafied 
word,—which must be in your heart, as I put this 
shoot, or scion, in this tree, to remain and grow 
there, and bring forth good fruit.” ‘‘ Uncle, will it 
never bring forth good fruit without being graft- 
ed?” ‘‘No, my dear child: you see it stands 
in a fine and suitable situation, and you know I 
have manured and pruned it; but, though it bring 
forth more fruit, it is as bad in quality as ever. 
And it is just the same with you, my dear George. 
Your heart must be made good, by the word of 
This shoot, if it 
grow, will quite change the nature of the tree; 
the fruit will not be the same as it used to be, 
but large, good, and pleasant flavored. So, when 
the word of God abides and grows in your heart, 
your nature will be changed: or, according to“%he 





language of Scripture, you will have a new hear /: 
then your temper, spirit, and actions, will be ovf- 
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ferent ; there will not be such cross looks, ill-tem- 
pers, naughty words, and wicked speeches. 

should be glad to see my dear George thus chang- 
ed, by receiving with meekness the engrafted 
word, and I daily pray God to do it, by his Holy 
Spirit: but you must pray for it yourself, and beg 
of God to create in you a new heart; and if you 
really desire it, he will do it for you, as he did for 
Josiah, of whom you read, in 2 Chron. xxxiv. 27, 
‘That his heart was tender, and he humbled him- 
self before God.’ ” [ Youth’s Friend. 
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them the plain truths of the Bible, and shed over | 
them a heavenly influence by exhibiting the spirit, 
of Christ in all she does, — If she is a living Chris- 
tian, it is not too much to hope that she will allure 
and guide their soulsto heaven. But if she is im- 
penitent and unreconciled to God, she will lead 
them away from Christ into the ways of folly, 
thoughtlessness, guilt, and ruin. O that every el- 
der sister that reads these pages, may be a child of 
God and a follower of Jesus Christ ; that her parents 
may have the unspeakable joy of seeing her and alt 
their house walking in the truth and going with 
them to the kingdom of God. 








THE ELDER SISTER, 
[Continued.] 

In what way should an elder sister discharge the 
duties of her responsible relation? 

It is highly becoming in her to be affectionate 
and mild in all her intercourse with the younger 
ones about her. I[lers is not an influence that 
should ever assume the attitude of severity or 
haughtiness. Even that dignity and authority which 
would be right in a parent, would be unbecoming 
in her. She herself, like the younger children, is 
in subjection to their common parents. On ac- 
count therefore of both age and situation, she must 
not be assuming or dictatorial. She should not be 
reserved, or distant, or morose, or cold. She should 
ever meet her little friends with a smile, treat them 
with kindness and gentleness, take a sympathising 
interest in their troubles, & be ever ready to relieve 
their distresses and supply their wants. She should 
not be vexed and impatient, if they are sometimes 
noisy or troublesome. By the exercise of a meek 
and affectionate spirit, she may render her own bur- 
den of care light and pleasant, and also secure af- 
fection and confidence in return. This is one im- 
portant reason why she should ever indulge such a 
spirit; and avoid, with the utmost caution, every 
thing which is unlovely, malevolent, or selfish. 
Another reason is, that God requires the one and 
forbids the other ; while there is no way but this, 
of imitating the Spirit of him who was “ meek and 
lowly in heart.” Another reason still is this; the 
spirit that she indulges will probably soon become 
the spirit of the little ones. They are exceeding- 
ly imitative at that tender age; and without know- 
ing or intending it in the least, they will do as she 
does, speak as she speaks, and feel according to the 
feelings which she is daily acting out before them. 
It is hardly possible they should long be mild and 
pleasant to each other, if she is petulant and unfeel- 
ing. They will not long love her and each other 
with tenderness and mutual affection, if she does 
not exhibit toward them all an example in that res- 
pect which they may safely follow. 

The elder sister should be faithful. Her parents 
repose in her hands a sacred trust; it must never be 
forgatten or disregarded. Her example, her watch- 
fulness, her guidance and care must be in con- 
stant exercise, and exert a daily influence over her 
infant charge. She must maintain the commands 
and authority of the parents. It would ill-become 
her to conceal @he transgressions and conceal the 
faults of the children, or complain to them of the 
severity of the parents. Every thing in her power 
should be done, to make parental government & dis- 
cipline, easy and pleasant, and to induce the young 
members of the family to render a promptand cheer- 
ful obedience. She must be faithful to the child- 
ren, as well as to the parents. It belongs to her to 
see, that they are honest, and righteous, and kind, 
in their treatment of each other; that they do not 
commit faultsand form bad habits without reproof. 
Therefore she must always regulate her own con- 
duct towards them in such a manner, that they may 
safely follow her example ; and be corrected by it 
when they transgress. 

It should not be forgotten, that an elder sister 
may exert a religious influence over the younger 
members of the family; and that, if she does not, 
she will necessarily be a tempter to their souls. She 
is of sufficient age to know and obey the gospel,and 
to be a devoted follower of Christ. If she is such, 
she can pray for her brothers and sisters, teach 
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MAY FLOWERS. 
He cometh up like a flower.—Job. 

All my little friends, I believe, are fond of flow- 
ers ;—I know of scarcely any pastime more fit for 
good children, than nurturing and tending these 
emblems of themselves. 

The good God who made all things, brings them 
forth in their season around our path, & they seem 
to say to us, ‘‘ our Maker loves you.” 

Our Blessed Saviour saw more beauty in the 
‘lilies of the field,” than could be found in the ar- 
ray of ‘Solomon in all his glory.” 

How like a flower is a babe—more beautiful of- 
tentimes, and in its innocence far more lovely. As 
it grows up, if it be good, striving to be a child of 
God, it loses not of its loveliness, You all know 
how pleasing is the colour and the smell ofa flow- 
er; so are the virtues of a good child to its parents. 

Often, as I have looked upon a sweet, obedient 
child, that text of God’s good word, “‘ he cometh 
up like a flower,’ has come into my mind; and 
when I have remembered that flowers fade, and 
are cut down and die, and that this is the lot of 
children too, I have found comfort in the thought, 
that there is a world where flowers do not fade, and 
that death is the messenger to take good children 
to heaven. [Children’s Magazine. 


-e— 

Heroic Courage of a Child.—On Monday, Octo- 
ber 8, as the pupils of Mr. Murphy’s Academy at 
Younghal, were bathing in the sea, a highly res- 
pectable youth of about twelve years of age, was 
carried off by the strength of the waves, and in a 
drowning condition, when one of the others swam 
to his assistance, and caught him; but, from the 
agitated state of the water, found it impracticable 
to bring him in and called for help, but none of- 
fered. He then left him to his fate, and sought his 
safety by swimming to shore; but a lad of fifteen 
years of age, of the name of Samuel Green, son of 
Mr. Manner Green, of Younghal, whose bosom fill- 
ed with manly courage,*and with an ardent desire 
to rescue his school fellow, hastened to undress 
himself, which, by the time he had done, the object 
of his anxiety was carried a considerable distance to 
sea.—The little hero jumped in, and, Cassius-like, 
buffetted the waves until he reached the motionless 
body, and nothing being visible but the crown of 
the head, he caught him by the hair of his head, 
but it being too short to afford him a hold, he took 
him by the wrist with one hand, and swam with the 
other, dragging along his almost lifeless treasure, 
and presented him to his numerous companions, 
who stood on the strand with streaming eyes and 
heart-felt anxiety for the safety of them both. He 
was immediately restored to animation, and we are 
happy to say is now recovered.—Cork paper. 

— r— 

The Swallow.—He is one of my favorite birds, 
and a rival of the nightingale: for he glads my 
sense of seeing, as much as the other does my 
sense of hearing. He is the joyous prophet of the 
year, the harbinger of the best season: he lives a 
life of enjoyment amongst the loveliest forms of na- 
ture; winter is unknown to him, and he leaves the 
green meadows of England in autumn, for the myr- 
tle and orange groves of Italy, and for the palms of 
Africa. He has always objects of pursuit, and his 





success is secure. Even the beings selected for 
his prey are poetical, beautiful, and transient. The 


| 


ephemere are saved by his means from a slow and 
lingering death in the evening, and killed in a mo- 
ment when they have known nothing of life but 
pleasure. He is the constant destroyer of insects 
the friend of man; and, with the stork and the ibis, 
may be regarded as a sacred bird. His instinct 
which gives him his appointed season, and which 
teaches him always when and where to move, may 
be regarded as flowing from a divine source ; and 
he belongs to the oracles of nature, which speak the 
awful and intelligible language of a present deity, 
[Sir H. Davy in Salmonia. 
—Le— 

Early Rising —There is, or should be, a belief 
that it will ensure a good complexion, to wash the 
face in May-dew; for, if the dew should fail to give 
a bloom, the early rising will add something attrac. 
tive to beauty itself. A wise physician to a foolish 
prince recommended that his patient should playa 
daily game with a medicated ball, the influence of 
which, he pretended, would be imbibed through the 
palm of the hands. This was only a pretence to 
make the great man exercise; but the prescription 
was successful. The same certainty will attend the 
washing in May-dew. 


a 
SELECT SENTENCES. 
There is no one so liable to be angry with oth- 
ers as he who isill at ease with himself. 


A man is always in a hurry to defend his weak 
side. ‘ 


He that hath slight thoughts of sin, never had 
great thoughts of God. 


He wants no company who hath Christ for his 
companion. 


Trust God and be doing, and let him alone with 
the rest. 


In all worldly joys there is a secret wound. 
They only are wise who are wise to salvation. 


Time is short—and if your cross is heavy, you 
have not far to carry it. 
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From the Visitor and Telegraph. 
LINES, 
Addressed to one of the first blossoms of Spring, found on 
a frosty day. 
Thou little vent’rous fragile flower, 
I’d grieve to see thy beauty fade, 
Nip’d by the frost or chilling shower, 
Thus lonely drop thy mournful head. 


How cam/’st thou in this evil hour, 

Thy tender blossom to unfold ? 

Alas! the beam which gave thee power, 
Now leaves thee to the blighting cold. 


I’ll pluck thee, floweret, for thy fate 
In many a moral charm appears, 

And sad reflection roused too late, 
Has led me back to otheg years. 


Sweet emblem of the tender mind, 
When its first ardors ’gin to glow, 
Deems each expanding influence kind, 
The dawn of perfect bliss below. 


Delusive hope, whose syren charm, 
Leads many a smiling band astray ; 

And ere the victims dream of harm, 
They’re offered up a willing prey. 


OQ! could celestial grace refine, 
Each youthful heart’s first vivid glow, 
Its glorious light—its love divine, 


Would prove how false is all below. MELINA. 


— 
FEMALE CHRISTIAN. 


I asked her when in beauty dressed, 

When youthful hope inspired her breast, 

Where is he whom thou lovést best ? 
She said—In Heaven. 


I asked her when she fondly prest 

Her smillng infant to her breast, 

Where is he whom thou lovest best ? 
She said—In Heaven. 


I asked her when her bloom was lost, 

When all her earthly hopes were crossed, 

Where is he whom thou lovest most ? 
She said—In Heaven. 


I asked her in the dying groan, 
Who is the brightest, loveliest one ? 
°Tis God, she cried, my God alone, 
And went—To Heaven. 





